no spiritual authority among men, they subjected themselves
to no priest or minister, they troubled their consciences about
no current manifestation of 'religious opinion'. They lived in
an intellectual cell, bounded at its sides by the walls of their
own house, but open above to the very heart of the uttermost
heavens.

This, then, was the scene in which the soul of a little child
was planted, not as in an ordinary open flower-border or care-
fully tended social parterre,7 but as on a ledge, split in the
granite of some mountain. The ledge was hung between night
and the snows on one hand, and the dizzy depths of the world
upon the other; was furnished with just soil enough for a
gentian to struggle skywards and open its stiff azure stars; and
offered no lodgement, no hope of salvation, to any rootlet
which should stray beyond its inexorable limits.